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FIRST SATIRE 
o P 

P E R S I U S, 

PARAPHRASTICALLY IMITATED. 



Semper ego aadllir tintum, laajilamiii repMUOlf 
VrxaCui totiu rauci Theftide Codri ? 
Imfmi ergo mihi rtcitaTcrit ill* UgatUt 
HicdcgM I 
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PERS. SAT. I. 

OCuras hominum ! O quamum cd in rebus 
' inane ! 
Quis leget hsec ? Min' tu iftud ais ? Nemo, her- 

culc. Nemo ? 
Vel duo, vel nemo : tnrpe 8c miferabile. Quare ? 
Nc mihi Polydamas & Troiades Labeonem 

Pnetu- 



* Cui DOD diAuB Hylaa ? And who hat not heard of Jamc* 
Bofwdl, £rq.? All the world knows (for all the world hu it 
under his own hand) that this great man compoleda BAIi- 
LAD in honour of Mr. Pitt, with very little affiftance from 
Tnifler, and leb from Mr. Dibdin ; which he produced to the 
utter confiillon of the Foxites, and fung at the Lord Mayor'* 
table. This important " ftate paper" I have not been able to 
procure, thanks to the fcombii, & quicquid inepUi amicitur 
cbartu; 
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P. W T H E N I look round on mani and find 

\ V how vain 

His paffions — 

F. Save me from this canting ftrain ! 
Why, who will read it ? 
P. Say'ft thou this to mc f 
F. None, by my life. < '^ 

P. What, none i Nay, two or three— 
F, No, no ; not one. *Ti5 fad : but— 
P. Sad, but ! why ? 5 

Pity is infult here. I care not, I— 
Tho' * Bofwell, of a fong and fupper vain. 
And Bell's wholechoir (an ever-jingling train). 

In 



chartis; but the terror and difmiy It occaGoned amongft the 
enemjr, with a variety of other circumftanceg highly neceflary 
to be known, may be gathered from the following letter : 

T» tit CONDUCTOR of tie JVORLD. 

Sir, 

The wafps of oj^litioD have been very bufy with my &iat 
Bz SaUaJt 
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Pr^tulerint : nugK. Non, fi quid turbida Roma 
Elevet, accedas : examcnve improbum in ilia 

Caftiges 



Ballad, " the Grocer of London," and they are welcome. 
Pray let them know that I am va!n of a hafty compofition 
which has procured me large draughts of that popular applaufe 
in which I delight. Let me add, that there was certainly na 
ftrvUily on my part / for 1 publicly declared in Guildhall, be- 
tween the encoret, " that this fame Grocer had treated me arro- 
" gaatly and ungratefully ; but that, from his great merit as a 
" MiniJer, I was compelled to fupport him." 

The time may come, when I fliall have a proper opportunity 
to fliew, thai, in one inftance at leaft, " the man has wanted 
wifdom. "-^Meanwhile, to give my puny antagonifts a little 
more play for their ftlngs, I fend you the bright fart of my cha- 
rafler of him, which will appear very well on the Grit day of 
the new Parliament : 

Othou! whom wondering we behold, 

In proud eft public virtue bold! 

Who, ev'n a (tripling, could with eafe 

Britannia's helm intrepid feize I 

Whom now (a thoufand ftorms endur'd) 

Yeara of experience have matur'd ; 

For whom, in Glory's race untir'd, 

Th' events of nations have confpir'd! 

For whom, ere many fuoa revolv'd, 

Holland has crouch'd, and Fkakcc diflblv'd; 
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In fplay-foot madrigals their pow'rs combine, 
To praife* Miles Andrews' verfe, and cenfurc 
mine — lo 

No, 



. And Spain, in a Don Quiiote fit, 
Has bullied only— to fubmit. 

lam, 

The Would's very humble Serrant, 

JAMES BOSWELL. 

The concluding lines, which only want a little grammar, and 
a little fenfe, to be perfeftly intelligible, are thought to have 
raifed no fmall apprclienfion " of the woe to come" in the breaft 
of the Minifter. Whether he has yet taken any fteps to depre- 
cate it, is not known : this, however, is certain that the 

" puny antagonifts" above mentioned have been awed into 
Cuch filencc,' refpeding Mr. Bofwell, that if it were not for his 
laudable perfevcrance in celebrating himfelf, we could not know 
fuch a man, much lei's fuch a writer, exifted. ^ 

* This gentleman, who has long been known as an induf- 
trioDiB paragraph-grinder to the morning papers, took it into bi'a 
head fome time fince to try his hand at a Prologue. Having 
none of the ufual requifitea for this bufmefs, he laboured to 
little purpofe ; till Dulnefs, whofe attention to her children is 
truly maternal, fuggefted to him that unmeaning ribaldry and 
vulgarity might poflibly be fubftituted for harmony, fpirit, 

tafte, and fenfe. He caught at the hint, made the esperi- 

ment, and fucceeded to a miracle. Since that period, every 
playwright, from O'Keeffe to Delia Crufca, " a hea^y declen- 
£on," has been felicitous to preface his laboun with a few line* 
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Caftiges trutina : nee te quxiiveris extra. 

Nam Rom« eft quis non ? at, ii fas dicere : {^ fas 

Tuncj cum ad canitiem, & noflrum iftud vivere 

triftc 
Afpezii & nucibus facimus quxcunque reli&is, 
Cum fapimus patruos : tunc, tunc. Ignofcitc. 

Nolo. 
Quid ^iam ? fed fum petulanti fplene cachinno. 
Scribimus 



de fa ia(on, to excite and perpetuate tke good humour of lui 
audience- Ag the reader may probably not diflikc a ihoit fpe^ 
cimen of Mr. Andrews's W9nder-working poetry, I have fijb- 
joined the following extrad from hia laft and belt perfoimance, 
hii prologue to X-orenzo. 

" Fegi criet ht Madam Dump, from Wapping WaU^ 

** I don't love plays no longer not at all, 

** They're now fo vulgar, and begin fo loon* 

" None but low people diuei till aftcraooa t 

** Then they mean Aunmot, and the like o' that, 

** And its impoffible to fit and chat. 

" Give me the uppero, where folks come h grand to, 

*f Aud nobody need have no underfiudiog. 

** Amblf 
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No, not a jot. Let the befocted town 
Beftow as fa(hion prompts the laurel crown j 
But do not Thoo, who mak*ft a fair pretence 
To that bcft boon of Heaven, Common Sekse, 
Refiga thy judgment to the rour, and pay 15 / 
Knec*wor(hip to the idol of the day : / 

For all are— — 
F, What ? Speak freely j let mc know, 

P, O might I ! durft I ! Then but let it go. 

Yet, when I view the follies that engage 
The full-grown children of this piping age ; 20 
See fnivelling Jerningham at fifty weep 
O'er love-lorn oxen and dcferted fticcp j 

See 



**Ambizionel drftiraDno! 

** Piu forte, piu piano, a cbe fia — 

** Zoundi ! here's my warrant, and I will come in. 

" Diavolo I who comes here to To confound us ? 

**TheconlUJ)les,totakcyou to th&rouod-liouCe. 

« Dc rouDd-houfe i—Ui 1 

" Now comes the dance, Uie denii charadcre, 

s* Chacoue, the pas dc deux, the here, the there ] 

" And laft, the chief high-bo«>diQg on the loole toe, 

" Or pois'd like any Mercury, &c," 

And this was heard with applaufe ! And this was read nit 
ddightl OlhasBel vriiereisthyblnfh? 

^uci ridicaliua morantur effugicnton ex urbc pudorcni< 
B4 
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Scribimus inclufi, numeros ille, hie pedc liber, 
Grande aliquid, quod pulmo anipiJE pralargus ^- 

gciliwt 



* FiM- the foetle amours of this lady, fee the BritiAi Album, 
particularlj' the poem called the Intektiew; of which, foit 
dit en paflaot, I have a moft delefkblc tale to teQ, when time 
fhall ferve. 

■f XJghto' Love ! that's a tuaetbat goes witbota a hardent 
Shakespeare, 

J Lo, Delia pnifca! 

" O thou, to whom fuperiop worth's allied, 

f » "Jhj Country's honour, and the Muff's pride— •—» 

8q 
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See Cowley • frilk it to one ding-dong chime. 
And weekly cuckold her poor fpoufe in 
rhyme ; 24 

See Thrale's grey widow with a fatchel roam. 
And bring in pomp laborious nothings home ; 
See Robinfon forget her ftate, and move 
On crutches tow'rds the grave, to t « Light 

o' Love ;" 
1 fcarce can rule my fpleen— — 

F. Forbear, forbear : 
And what the great delight in, learn to fpare. 30' 

P. It muft not, cannot be ; for I was born 
To brand obtrufive ignorance with fcorn ; 
O4 bloated pedantry to pour my rage, 
And hife prepofterous fuftian from the ftage. 
ILo, Delia Crufca J I In his clofet pent, 35 

He toils to give the crude conception vent ; 

Abortive 

So bjt Laura Maria — 

«t (olem (}uie dicere falfuni 
Audeat t 

Indeed (he &ya a great deal more ; but as I do not under- 
fian^itt I forbear to lengthen my quotation. 

Innuiner^ile pdet) SonnetSt &c. publifhed from time to time 
in the papers, have juftly procured this gentleman the reputa- 
tion of the firft poet of the age: but the performance which 
called forth the high-founding panegyric above mentioned, it 
a philofophical rhapfody on the French !R^volution> called the 
Wreath of Liberty, 



Of 

yCoOglc 



[ ■" ] 

. Scilicet hscc populo, pexufque togaque recenti, 
£e natalitia tandem cum lardonyche albus> 

Sede 



Of this poem no reader (prmiJed be eat rtad) ii at tlih 
time ignorant : but at there arc varioui opinions concerning it, 
and at I do not choofe perhaps to difpute with a hdy of Mrd 
R. .'s critical abilitiei, I dull fele& a few paffageg from i^ 
wd leave the world to joA^e how truly iti author can be £ud 
to be 

" gifted wHh the btxtA lyre, 
*' Wliofc found* can more than mortal thoi^hta infpuc," 

This Fupcniatuial eSbrt of genitta, theO) is chiefly diftin- 
guifhed by three very prominent featQre»— i. Downri^t iion- 
fcafe> 2. Downright tnfip'uBiy, j. Downright doggreL-»Of 
each of thele in iu torn : and firft of the firfl. 

Hang o'er hit eye the goflamery tear. • 

Wreath round her airy harp the tim'rout joy> 
A web-work of defpair, a ma& of woes. 
And o'er my lidi the fcalding tumoun rolL 
" ToMOua, a morbid fwelling." JoBxiOK.^An cscdku 
thiqg to roll over an eye, cfpectally if it happen to be hot and 
)u>t, as in the prefeut cafe. 

^— ^mimer^nti begenmi'dtbc fccnc, 
And filky ocean Hept in ^ofl^ green. 

Whie 
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Abortive thoughts that right and wrong con< 

found. 
Truth facrific'd to letters, fenfc to found ; 
Falfe glare, incongruous ims^es, combine ; 
And noife and nonfenfe clatter thro' the liner 40 
'Tis 



While wr'a no3unial ghoft) ia palf Ihroud, 
Ghnccs with gnefly glare irom cloud to cloud. 

And ganzy zephyn, fluttering o'er the plain, 
On twilight*! bofbni drop their filmy rain, ' 
Unus inftar omnium ! This couplet llaggered me. I 
Ihould be loth to be found correcting a madman ; and yet 
mere foDy fccmi unequal to the produdtion of fuch exquilite 
fionfenfe. 

ado. 

■ ■ dayi of old 
TheiT perilh'd, prandeft, pageantry unfold. 

■ ■'■ nothing I defcry 
But the bare boaft of barren heraldry. 

— — the huntrefa queen 
Showers her Ihaiti of lilvcr o'er the fcene. 
To thefe add, moody monarchs, radiant rivers, cooling cata-< 
ra£b, lazy loires (of which, by the bye, there are none^, gay 
garonnes, gloomy glafa, mingling murder, dauntlefs day, let- 
tered Ughtningi, delicious dilatings, Unking forrowB, rich rea- 
fonlngs, meliorating mercies, dewy vapours damp that fweep 
the filent fwamp ; and a world, of others, to be found in the 
(KxqpalB of half a 4o)ECn pages. 
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Sede l^ens celfa, liquido cum plafmate guttur 
Mobile coUueriSj patranti fradus ocello> 

Hie 



In phofphor blaze of genealogic line. 
N- B. Written to " the turning of a brazen candlefUck." 

O better were it ever to be loft 
In blaclt nEgation's fea, than reach the coaS. 
Thii couplet may be placed to advantage under the firft 
head. 

Should the zeal of parliaroent be empty words. 

— — turn to France, and fee 
Four million men in arms for Liberty. I 
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•Tis done. Her houfe the generous Piozzl 

lendsj 
And thither fummons her blue-ftocking'd 

friends ; 
The fummons her blue-ftockiog'd friends obey, 
Lur'd by the love of Poetry— and Tea. 
The Bard Heps forth in birth-day fplendour 

dreft, 45 

His right band graceful waving o'er his breaft ; 
His left extending, fo that all might fee 
A roll infcrib'd "The Wreath OF Liberty." 
So forth he fteps, and with complacent air 
Bows round the circle, and aflumes the chair : 
With lemonade he gargles firft his throat, 5 1 
Thenfweetly preludes to the liquid note : 

And 



doom for a breath 
A hundred reafoning hecatombs to death. 

A hecatomb is a facrifice of a hundred head of oxen. Where 
did this gentleman hear of their reafonmg ? 

Awhile rn ruminate on time and fate ; 
And the moft probable event of things 

£uge, magne poeta 1 Well may Laura Maria fay, 

That Genius glows in every daflic line, 

Aod Nature diftate a every thing that'i thine. 
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Hie neque more probo videos, neque vo£e ferena 
Ingentes trepidare Titos, cum carmina lumbum 
Intrant, & tremulo fcalpuntur ubi intitna v^ifu. 
Tun' vetule auriculis alienis colligis efcas ? 
Auriculis quibus & dicas cvite perditus ohe ! 
Quo didicifle, niG hoc fermentuni, & quse femel 
iotus 

lonata. 



* Gcniua or MuTe, whoe'er thou art, wbofe ihriQ 
ExalU the &ncy, and inflames the will, 
Bids o'er the heart fublime fenfation roH, 
And wakcB ecftatic ferroor in the ronl. 
Vide thJe commeiMiemeiit of the Wreath of Liberty, where 
our great poet, with ■ dexterity peculiar to himleli^ haa coa- 
uiTcd to fiU fereral quarto pages without a fiugle idea* 
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Ahd now 'tis filence all — Gekidsor uvsk*. 
ThuSf while the flow'ry fubjeft he purfues, 
A wild delirium round ih* affembly flies ; 55 
Unufual luftre (hoots from Emma's eyes ; 
Luxurious Arno drivels as he {lands ; 
And Anna frllks, and Laura claps her hands. 
O wretched man ! And dolt thou toil to 
pleafe. 
At this late hour of life -f-, fuch ears as tbefe? 
Is thy poor pride contented to receive 61 

Such tranfitory fame as fools can give ? 
Fools that> unconfcious of the criuc's laws, 
R^n in fuch (how'rs their indillind applaufe. 
That thou, even thou, who liv'ft upon re- 
nown, 65 
And with eternal puffs infult'fl; the town. 
Art forc'd at length to check, the ideot roar. 
And cry ** For heaven's fweet fake, no more, 
no more r* 

" But 



f I learn from Delia Cnifca's lameatationi, thst he is de- 
dined into the vale of jtxn } that the nomen fay to him, ai thej 
Ibrmerly £ud to Anacreon, Tifn u* and that Love, about two 
years fiace, 

" ^■'- tore hie name from his bright page, 
" And gave it to approaching age." 
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Innata eft, rupto jecorc exierit caprificus ? 

En pallor, fcniutnque. O mores ! ufqae adeone 

Scire tuum, nihil eft, nil! te fcire hoc, fciat alter ? 

At pulchrum eft digito monftrari, & dicier, hic eft: 

Ten' cirratorum centum didtata fuilTc 

Pro nihilo pendes ? Eccc inter pocula quaerunt ■ 



Romu- 
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** But why (thou iay'ft) why am I Icara'd, why 

** fraught 
'* With all the prieft and all the fage have 
■* taught, 70 

** If the huge mafs, within my bofom pent, 
*' Muft ftruggle there, unconfcious of a vent ?" 
Thou learn'd ! Alas, for Learning ! She is 
fped i 
And haft thou dimm'd thy eyes, and rack'd 
thy head, 74 

And broke thy refl for this, for this alone } 
And is thy knowledge nothing if not known ? 
O fool, fool, fool 1— But ftill, thou crieft, 'tis 

fweet 
To hear " That's He !" from every one we 

meet; 
That's he whom critic Bell declares divine. 
For whom the fair diurnal laurels twine ; So 
Whom Magazines, Reviews, confpire to praife. 
And Greathead calls the Homer of our days. 

F. And is it nothing, then, to hear our name 
Thus blazon'd by the geherai. voice of 
fame ? 84 

P. Nay, it were ev'ry thing, did that difpeiife 
The fober verdift found by tafte and fenfe. 
But mark our jury. O'er the flowing bowl. 
When wine has drown'd all energy of foul, 

C Ere 
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RomulidK faturi, quid dia poemata narrent. 
Hie aliquis, cuj circum humeros hyacinthina tena 

eft, 
Rancidulum quiddam balba de nare locutus, 
Pbyllidas, Hypfipylas, vacum & plorabile fi quid 
Eliquat, Sc tenero fupplantat verba p^ato. 
Affenfere viri. Nunc non cinis ille poetse 
Felix ? non levior cippus nunc imprimit offa ? 
Laudant convivse nunc non e manibus illis. 
Nunc non e tumulo, foitunataque favilla, 
Nafcentur viols ? Rides, ait, & nimis uncis 
Naribus indulges : an erit, qui velle recufet 
Os popuU meruiffe ; et cedro digna locutus, 
LInquere nee fcombros metuentia carmina, nee 

thus? 

Quifquis 



* Recounts the wayward fate.— In the I)tTEftTiEw(feethe 
Britilh Album) the lover finding hi» miftrefs inexorable, com- 
forts himfelf, and juftifies her, by boafting how well he can play 
the fooL And never did Don Quixote exhibit half fo many 
estravagant tricks in the Sierra Morena, for the beaux yeux of 
hit Dulcinea, as •ur diftrafted amorofo threatens to perform for 
the no left beautiful Anna Matilda. 

" Yes, I will prove that I defervc my fete, 

" Was born for anguifh, and was form'd for hate ; 

" With 
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Ere Faso comes (a dreary interval !) 
For feme fond, falhionablc lay they call. . 90- 
Here the fpruce cnfigti, tottering on hjs chair. 
With lifping accent, and aflefted air. 
Recounts the wayward fate * of that poor poet, 
"Who, bom for anguilh, and difpos'd to Ihew it. 
Did yet fo aukwardly his means employ, 9^ 
That gaping fiends iniftoofc his grief for joy. 

Lofl in amaze at langu^e fo divine, 
The audience hiccup, and exclaim, '* Damn'd 

fine !" 
And are not now the author's afties bleft ? 
Now lies the turf not lightly on his breaft ? 100 
Do not fwcet violets riow around him bloom ? 
Laurels now burfl fpontaneous from his tomb I 

F: This is mere mockery ; and (in your ear) 
Reafon is ill refuted by a fneer. 
Is praife an evil? Is there to be found 10 j 

Aught fo indifferent to its foothing found. 
As not to wi(h hereafter to be known. 
And make a long futurity its own ; 
Rather than — 

P. — With 'Squire Jerningham defcend 
To paftry-cooks and moths, ** and there an end !" 



" With fuch tranfcendent woe will breathe my figh, 
" That envying fiends (hall think it ecftafy,*' &c. 

C2 Othou 



J- 
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Quifquis es, O, modo quem ex adverfo dicerc feci. 
Nan ego, cum fcribo, fi forte quid aptius exit, 
Quando hoc rara avis eft, fi quid tamen aptius exit, 
Laudari metuam; nequeenimmihicomeafibraeA: 
Sed refti finemque extremumque effe recufo 
Eugetuum, & belle; nam belle hoc, excute totum. 
Quid non intus habet ? Non hie eft Ilias Att! 
Ebria veratro ; non fi qua clegidia crudi 
Didarunt proceres ; non quidquid denique ledis 
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O thou that deign'ft this homely fcene to 

Ihare, 
Thou know'ft when chance (tho' this indeed be 

rare) 
Widi random gleams of wit has grac'd my lays. 
Thou know'ft too well how I have relith'd praife. 
Not mine the foul that pants not after fame i 1 1 5 
Ambitious of a poet's envied name, 
I haunt the facrcd fount, athirft to prove 
The grateful influence of the ftream I love. 
And yet, my friend (though ftill at praife be- 

ftow'd 
Mine eye has gliften'd, and my cheek has 

glow'd), 120 

Yet, when I proftitute the lyre to gain 
The eulogies that wait each modifti ftrain. 
May the fweet mufe my groveling hopes with- 

lland. 
And tear the ftrings indignant from my hand. 
Nor think that, while my verfe too much I 

prize. 
Too much th' applaufe of fafhion I defpife ; 
For mark to what 'tis given, and then declare. 
Mean tho' I am, if it be worth my care. 130 

Is it not given to Efte's unmeaning dafli. 
To Topham's fuftian, Colman's flippant trafli, 

C 3 Miles 
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Scribitur io citreis : calidum Tcis ponere fumen, 
Scis comitem horridulutn trlca donare lacerna : ' 
Et verum, tnquis, amo; verum mihidtcitedeme. 
Qui pote ? vis dicam ? nugaris— ^ 

O Jane, 



* Merry's frantic whine. — In a molt wretched rhapfody m£ 
Incomprchenfible nonfen^, addreffed by this gentlemao to Mra. 
RoIuDfoD, which Ihe in her valuai/e poems (page lOo) calls a 
channing compolition, abounding in lines of cx^uifitc beauty, 
is the foUowing rant : 



Conjure up demons from the main* 
Storme upon flormg indignant heap, 
Bid ocean bowl, a,nd nature weep. 
Till the Creator ila/h to fee 
Hate horrihU hit world can hi : 



Drz^^t/CoOglc 
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Miles Andfews' doggrel. Merry's frantic whine *, 
Cobbe*3 vapid jeft, and Greathead's lumbering 

line? 
Skill'd in one ufeful fcience at the leaft, ij^ 
The great man come$, and fpreads a fumpcuous 

feaft : 
Then, when his gueds behold the prize at {lake. 
And ihirft and hunger only are awake. 
My friends, he cries,, what do the galleries fay. 
And whatthe boxes, of my laftnew play ? 140 
Speak freely, tell me all — come, be fincere i 
For truth, you know, is mufic co my ear. 
Theyfpeak? alas, they cannot ! But (hall I, 
I who receive no bribe, who dare not lye ? 



Wllilc I w!ll GLOKT TO BLASPHIKB, 

And hake the joys of hell my thbhe. 

The reader, perhaps, wonders what dreadful event gave birth 
to thefe fearful imprecations. As for aa I can colleS, itwat^ 
the aforefaid Mrs. Robinfon'i not opening her eytt HI Surely it 
ia moll devoutly to be wilhed that thefe poor creatures would 
recoiled, unidft their frigid ravinga, and common-place cxtrava- 
ganciea, that exccHent maxim of Popi^ 

** Perfift, by nature, reafon, tafte, uoaw'd; ^ 

"But learn, ye Dunces, not to fconi your God." 

C 4 This 
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O Jane, a tergo quein nulla ciconia pmlit. 
Nee manus auriculas imicata eft mobilis albas. 
Nee linguae, quantum fitiac canis Apula, tantie. 
Vos, P patriciuS-fanguis, quos vivere fas eft 
Occipiti casco, pofticje'occurriic fanna. 
Quis populi fercno eft > quis enim, nifi camuna 

QK>Ili 

Nuncdemum numero fluere, ut per leve feveros 
Effundat junftura ungues — - 
Sive opus in mores, in luxum, in prandia regum^ 
Dicere res grandes noftro dat Mufa poeta;. 
£cce modo heroas fenfus afierre videmus 



Nugari 
Mb/Googic 
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This then — " that worfe was never writ before. 
Nor worfe will bc—tiU thou fcalt write once 
more," 146 

Bleft be « two-headed Janus !" tho'^inclin'd. 
No w^^iQi ftork can peck at bim behind ; 
He no wry mouth, no lolling tongue can fear. 
Nor the brilk twinkling of an afs's ear. i jO 

But you, ye St. Johns, curs'd with one poor 

head, 
Alas ! what mockeries have not ye to dread I 

Hear now our gu^ : — The critics. Sir 1 they 
cry- 
Merit like yours the critics may defy. 154 
But this indeed they fay — " Your varied rhymes. 
At once the boaft and envy of the times. 
In every page, fong, fonnet, what you will. 
Shew boundlefs genius, and unrivall'd Ikill. 

If comedy be ybiirs, thefearching ftrain 
Gives afweet plcafure, fo chaftis'd by pain, 160 
That e'en the guilty at their fufferings fraile. 
And blefs the lancet, tho' they bleed the while. 
If tragedy, th' impaffion'd numbers flow 
In all the fad variety of woe. 
With fuch a liquid lapfe, that they betray 1 65 
The breaft unwares, and fteal the foul away." *_ 

Thus fool'd, the moon-ftruck tribe, whofe bcft 
eflays 
Sunk in acroftics and in roundelays, 

To 
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Nugari foiitos Grace, nee ponere lucum 
Artifices, nee rus faturum laudare.— Euge, poeta ! 
Eft nunc Brifiei quern venofus liber Acci 
Sunt quos Pacuviufijue, & verrucofa moretur 
Antiopa, serumniE cor ludtificabile fulta. 

Hos 



• Where airy lays, &c. 

" Was it the fhuttle of the mora 
" That hung upon the cobweb'd thorn 
6 «Thy 
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To loftier labours now pretend a call. 
And buHle in heroics, one and all. i yo 

E'en Bertie burns of gods and chiefs to fing, 
Bertie, who lately twitter'd to the ftring 
His namby-pamby madrigals of love. 
In the dark dingles of a glittering grove. 
Where airy lays *, woven by the hand of morn. 
Were hung to dry upon a cobweb thorn ! ! ! 176 

Happy the foil where bards like muflirooms 
rife, 
Andafk no culture but what Byfchc fupplies ! 
Happier the bards who, write whate'er they will. 
Find gentle readers to admire them ftiil ! 180 

Some love the verfe that like Maria's flows. 
No rubs to ftagger, and no fenfe to pofe ; 
Which /cad, and read, you raife your eyes la 

doubt. 
And gravely wonder what it is about. 
Thefe fancy ** Bell's PoErics" only fweet, 185 
And intercept his hawkers in the ftreet ; 



" Thy wry lay i Or did it rife, 
" In thoufand rich «iaiiieU*ddyn, 
" To greet the noon-day fun," Sec, 

Bsil'i Album, Tol. it* 

There 



byCoOglc 



C .'8 3 



• MiT Yesda.— ThUisMr. Tim, alia»Mr. Timotliy Ad- 
ntyi a moit pertiiiaciouB gendeisan^ who nakes a confpicuoaa 
figure in the papers under the Ingeaious flgnature above cited ; 
being, as the reader already fees, hig own name read backward. 
" Gentle dulnefg ever love^ a joke ! " , 

Of Vie prodigious labours I have nothing by me but the fol- 
'lowing fiaoza, taken from what he calls hia Poor Man i 

Reward the bounty of your generous hand. 

Your head each night in comfort (hall be laitf. 
And plenty fmlle throughout yourfertile land, 
Whilcl do haHen to the 6kat grave. 
" Good morrow, my worthy matters and miftrefles all ; and 
a merry Chriftmas to you." 

■(■ TonyPasquin. — Ihavetoo much refpefl for My reader to 
affront him with any fpecimens of this man's poetry, at once li- 
centious and dull beyond example : at the fame time I cannot 
refjfl die temptation of prefenting him with the following ftan- 
zas, WTitten by a friend of mine, and fufGciently illuftraUve of 
the gharafler in queltion : 
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There, fmoking hot, inhale * Mir Yehda's 

ftrains. 
And the rank fume of Tony Pasqjjin's brains •{■. 
Others, like Kemble, on black letter pore. 
And what they do not underfland, adore ; 1 90 
Buy at vaft fums the tra^ of ancient days. 
And draw on prodigality for praife. 
Thcfe, when fome. lucky hit, or lucky price. 
Has blefs'd them with ** The Bokeof gode advitey* 



To Anthony Pafquin, £fq. 

Why doll thou tack, moft fimple Anthony, 
The name of Pa/quia to thy ribbald ftraiaa ? 

Is it a fetch of wit, to let us fee 

Thou, like that ftatue, art devoid of brains ? 

But thou miflak'ft : for know, tho* Pafquin'g head 

Be full as hard, and near as thick, ai thine; 
Yet hag the world admiring on it read 

Many a keen gibe, and many a fportive h'ne. 
While nothing from thy jobbernowl can fpring 

But impudence and filth ; for out, alaa 1 
Do what we will, 'tia ftiU the fame vile thing, 

Within, all brick-duft— ^nd without, all brafs. 
Then blot the name of Pasq^in from thy page; 

Thou'feeft it will not thy poor riff-raff fell. 
Someotherwouldftthoutake? I dare engage 

John Williams, or Tom Fool, will do aawell. 



For 
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For ekes and algates only deign to feck, 195 

And live upon a wbileme for a week. 

And can we, when fuch mope-eyed dolts arc 

plac'd ^ 

By thoughtlefs fafliion on the throne of tafte. 
Say, Cfln we wonder whence this jargon flows. 
This motley fuftian, neither verfe nor profc, 200 
This old new language that defiles our page. 
The refijfe and the fcum of every age ? 

Lo, Beaufoy * tells of Afric's barren fand 
In all the flow'ry phrafe of fairy land : 
There Fezzan's thriim-capp'd tribes, Turks, 

Chriftians, Jews, 205 

Accommodate, ye gods ! their feet with fhoes. 
There meagre (hrubs inveterate mountains grace. 
And bruthwood breaks the amplitude of fpace. 



" lo the long coorfe of a fevco-days pafTage, the traveller is 
fcarcely (enrible that a few fpota of thin and meagre bnifliwood 
nightly intCTTUpt the vail expanfe of llerilityi and diminifli the 
amplitude of defelation 1 ! !" 

■ Shoei. — By jour luve, mafter crilici here is a rmill omriigtit in jvur 
quotadon. The [cntlemin doei not fay their Teet ire iccommodiKd with 
>on, butwith^iffn-i, Forthereft, aceomnoJait, as I leim. ia« fthoiir. 
like word, ud i word ofeiceeJing great propriety. Accammodale ! it comei 
from aceimtiaia i that iii when a min'i feet are, u thej fay, a 
dated ; or when (hey are— being — wbereli; they may be thought to be aci 
modaled : which ii aacicellentthiDg. 

pRii.r.K'.D»v 



Perplex'd 
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Sed numcris decor eft, & jundturk addita cnjdis. 
Claudere fie verfum didicit Berecynthius Atys, 
£t qui csrukum dirimebat Nerca Delphin. 



rzsct/GoOQic 



[ 33 ] 
Perplex'd with terms fo v^ue and undefih'dt 
I blunder on; till wilder'd, giddy, blind> zio 
Where'er I turn, on clouds I feem to tread ; 
Add call for Mandeville to eafe my head. 

Oh for the godd old times ! When all was new. 
And every hour brought prodigies to view. 
Our fires in unafieded language told 21 j 

Of flreams of amber, and pf rocks of gold : 
Full of their thenle, they fpurn'd all idle art. 
And trulled the plain (lory to the heart. 

Now all is chang'd ! We fume and fretj poor 
elves I 
Lefs to difplay our fubjeft, than ourfelVes : 420 
Wha;e'er we paint— ^ grot, a flow'rj a bird. 
Heavens, how we fweat, Uborioufly abfurd ! 
Words of gigantic bulk, and uncouth founds 
In rattling triads the long fentence bound ; 
While points with pointsj with periods periods 
jar, 325 

And the whole work feems one continued war I 
Is not THIS fad? 

F. « 'Ti5 pitiful, God knows, 
" Tis wondrous pitiful." E'en take the profe ; 
But fbr the poetry— oh that, my friend, 
I flill afpire— ^nay, fmile not-^— to defend. ija 

D You 
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Sic coftam longo fubduximus Apcnnino. 
" Af ma virutn" — nonne hoc fpumofum & cortice 
pingui ? 

Ut 



> * Haften, &c.-~This and tti« following quotation are taken 
'^from the " X^anrel of Liberty," a work on which the grot 
author moft juftly rcllB bis claim to immortaIity< 

f Wefton. — This iodefatigable gentleman has been attack- 
ing the moral charafler of Pope, in the Gentleman's Magazine, 
with all the virulence of Gildon, all the impudence of Smedley, 
and all the ignoraoce of Curl and his aObdatci. 
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You praife our fires : but, though they wrote with 

force. 
Their rhymes were vicious, and their didion 

coarfe ; 
We want their ^engfb : agreed. But we atone 
For that, and more, hy/weetnefs all our own. 
To inftance — *' * Haften to the lawny vale, 135 
" Where yellow morning breathes her fafFron gale, 
*' And bathes the landfcape— " 

P. Pfliaw ! I have it here : 
*• A voice feraphic grafps my Hftcning ear, 
*• Wond'ring I gaze ; when lo ! methought afar, 
** More bright than dauntlefs day's imperial liar, 
" A godlihe form advances." 

F. You fuppofe 241 

Thefe lines perhaps too turgid ; what of thofe ? 
** The mighty mother — '* 

P. Now 'tis plain you fneer. 
For t Wefton's felf could find no femblance here. 
Wcfton ! 



What the views of the immaculate John NichoU ma; be. in 
ftaodiug 'C3p in handt and complacently lioldlag open the 
door of the temple, for near two years, to thU " esccrable" Ero- 
ibatui, I know not. He cannot fure be weak enough to fup- 
pofe, an obfcure fcribbler like this has any charges to bring 
againlt our great poetf that efcaped the vigilant malevolence of 
the Weftoni of the Dunciad. Or If ever, ttoia the natural 
D 2 good' 
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Ut ramalc Vctus praegrandifubere co£tuin. 
Qiiidnam igitur tenerum, & laxa cerricc tegen- 
dum? 

TOITS 



goodiKle of his hcatt^ lie chained fo landaUe a tUppofition^he 
ought (whatcrer it mty cofi him) to forego it : irben, after 
twenty months, nothing is produced but an exploded accula*^ 
tion taken irom the moft common edition of the Donciad f 
which, as nothing but Weftoaian rancour could firft make, ta 
nothing biit Wcftonian ftupidit^ can now Tcceire. 

It has been fuggeftcd to mc, that this nightman of litera- 
ture deigns to reprinf as aiiich as can be coUe£led of the be> 
roes of the Dunciad.-^Xfit b« fo^tlifidirtf work of traducing 

Pope 
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W^on ! who, flunk from truth's imperious lights 
Swells, like a filthy toad, with fecret fpite, 246 
And envying the fair fame he cannot hope. 
Spits his black venom at the dull: of Pope. 
Reptile accurs'd !— O memorable long. 
If there be force in virtue or in fong, 250 

O injur'd bard ! forgive the grateful ftrain. 
That I, the humbleft of the tuneful trun. 
With glowing heart yet trembling hand repay 
For many a penfive, many a fprightly lay : 



Pope may be prerittufly neceflary ; and prqudice itfelf mnllt 
own that he hat (hewn uncammoD penetration in the feleAIoii 
of the blind and outrageous mercenary now To htborionily cm- 
flojed in it. 

Whatever be the dcfign, the proceedings are by do meaiu 
incon£ftent with a plan of the work which may not in^itly 
be fiyled the chakhel-house of aEruTATioN ; and which, 
from the days of Lauder to the piefent^ has delighted to 
afpcrfe every thing venerable amongft us— which accufed 
Swift of luft, and Addifon of drunkeonefs ; which infulted 
the afhei of Toup while they were yet warm, and gibbeted 
poor Hcnderfon alive ; which affeded to idolize the great and 
good Howard, while idolatry wai painful to him ; u>d the 
moment he fell, glorioufly fell, in the exercife of the moft fu- 
blime virtue, attempted to ftigmatizc him ag a bnite uid a 
djonfter 1 

Ra So 
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Torva Mitnalloneis implerunt coroua bombis^ 
Et raptum vitulo caput ablatura liiperbo 
Baflaris— . 



Hxc fiercnti & tefticuli vena uUa paterni 

Viveret 



*Caiiftthou, Matilda, &c. (vide Albnni, vol. ii.)--Matilda! 
" nay then, I'll never trull a madman again," It was but a 
few minutes fince that Mr. Merry died for the love of Laura 
Maria, and now is he going to do the lame thing for the love ' 
of Anna Matilda? 

What the ladies may fay to fuch a fwain, I know not ; but 
certainly he is too prone to run wild, die, &c, &c. Such in- 
deed 



jb,Goo^;;lc 



[■ » ] 

So may thy varied verfe, from age to age, 255 
Inform the fimple, at]id delight the f*ge ! 
While canker'd Wefton, and his loathlbrae 

rhymes. 
Stink in the nofe of all fucceeding times ! 

Enough. But where (for ihefc, you feem to fay. 
Are famples of the high, heroic lay), 260 

Where are the foft, the tender ftrains, that call 
For the moid eye, bow'd head, and lengthen'd 

drawl ? 
Lo ! here " * Canft thou, Matilda, urge my 

fate? 
** And bid me mourn thee — yes, and mourn too 

late? 
" O ra(h, fevere decree ! my maddening brain 
" Cannot the ponderous agony fuflain ; 266 



4eed is the combuAible nature of this geDtleman, that he t^kea 
fire at every female figDature in the papers : and I remer^b^r 
that when Olaudo Equiaoo (who, for a black, is n6\ ill-Fea- 
tured] tried his tandata foft fonoet, andbymillake fubfcribed 
it Olauda, Mr. Merry fell fo defperately in love with him, and 
" yelled out fuch fyllables of dolour" in confequence of it, that 
" the pitiful-hearted" negro was frightened at the mifchief he 
had done, and tranfmitted in all hafte the following correction 
to the editor—" For Olauda, pleafe to read Olaudo, the bkc^ 

" MAN." 

D 4 « But 
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Viveret in nobis ? fumma dclumbe faliva. 

Hoc natat in labris : et ia udo eft Mscnas & 

Atys ; 
Nee plutcum csedit, ncc demorfos fapiE ungues. 
Sed quid opus tcneras mordaci radere vero 
Aurkulas ? vide fis> ne majorum tibi forte 

Limins 



* Of this fpes altera Romsc, this Tecond hope of the ag^ 
the fiiHowing ftaDzas will aSbrd a fufficient fpecimei). They 
are taken from a ballad which Mr. Bell, an admiraUc jnclge of 
thefe matters, calls a <* very mellifluous one ; eary, artlels, and 
UDafiicfled." 



Ctntly o'er.the rifing iiSowf 
Softly fieals the bird of night, 

Rufilmg thro' the beading •wUIb-o/j; 
Flttlteringfiniota marl her fligtit. 
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** But forth I rufh, from vale to mountain ruB, 
*• And with ray mind's thick gloom obfcure the 
fun." 

Heavens ! if our ancient vigour were not fled. 
Could VERSE like this be written oi be read } 270 
Verse ! that's the mellow fruit of toil intenfe, 
Infpir'd by genius, and inform'd by fenfe ; , 
This, the abortive progeny of pride 
And dulnefs, gentle pair, and dill allied ; 
Begotten without thought, born without pains. 
The ropy drivel of rheumatic brains. 176 

F. So let it be. And yet methinks, my friend. 
Silence were wife, where fatire would not mend. 
Why wound the feelings of our noble youth. 
And grate their tender ears with odious truth ? 
They chcrilh • Arno, and his flux of fong, 281 
And hate the man that tells 'em they are wrong. 
Thy 



/" 



Whither now ia^fiUneelenSng, 
Ruthleft winds deny tbii rifi ; 

phiUing nigiO'dtv/i faft deTcendiag 
GT^ea on thy downy breaft. 

Seeking fome kind hand to guide thee, 
W^fid tumi xhffearfid eye | 

7'remiBiig as thewillowB iiiit thee, 
ShtUn'd ham th' iodement ilqr. 
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Limina frigefcant : fonat hie de nare canina 
Utera. Per me equidem Unt omnia protinus Mba, 
Nil moror : euge, otnnes, omnes bene mirx eritis 

res. 
Hoc juvat : hie, inquJs, veto quifquam faxit 
oletum. 

Pbge 



The tLory of tliU poor owl, who vnt at one and the fame 

time at fea and on land, filentand notfy, (heltered and ezpofed, 

ii contiBued through a few more of thefe " mdlifluous" ltan~ 

* zu : which the reader, I doubt not, will readily forgive me for 

omitting ; 
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Thy fete already I forefee. My Lord 

With cold refpeft will freeze thee from^is board; 

And his Grace cry, •* Hence, with your fapient 

*' fneer ! " 285 

** Hence ! we defire no currifti critic here." 
P. Enough. Thank heaven ! my error now I 

fee. 
And all fhall be divine henceforth for me : 
Yes, St. John's doggrel, Greathead's lumbering 

line. 
And Merry's whipt-cream; all, forfooth, divine ! J — 
F, 'Tis well. Here let th' indignant ftrifture 

ccafe, 291 

And * • * • * at length enjoy his fool in peace. 
P. Come then, around their works a circle 

draw. 
And near it plant the dragons of the law ; 
With labels writ, " Critics, far hdnce remove, 
*• Nor dare to cenfure what the great approve." 



omitting; more efpecially if he takes id the Okacle, m papek 
honoured (as the grateful editor very properly has it) by the 
eSiifions of this " artlefs" gentleman, abore all others. 

N. B. On looking again, I find the owl to be a Nightin- 
gale .— N'importe. _ 

Igo. 
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Pinge duos angues : pueri, facer eft locus, extn 
Mejite ; difcedo : fccuic LucUius urbem, 
Tc Lupc, te Muti, & genuinum fregit in illis. 
Men' mucire nefas, nee clam, nee cum fcrobe ? 
Nufquatn. 



Hie 
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1 go. Yet Hale could Jafti with noble rage 
The purblind patron of a former age. 
And laugh to fcom th* eternal fonnetteer 
That made goofe-pinions and white rags fo dear. 
Tet Oldham, in his rude, unpolilh'd ftratni 301 
Could hifs die clamorous, and deride the vain, 
Thu bawl'd their rhymes incefianc thro* the 

town. 
Or brib'd the hawkers for a day's renown. 
Whate'er the theme, with honeft warmth they 

wrote, 305 

Nor car'd what Mutim of tbdr freedcHn diou^t : 
Tet profe was venial in that happy time. 
And life had odier buBnefs than to rhyme. 

And may not I — now this pernicious peft. 
This metromania, creeps thro* every bread j 310 
Kow fooU and children void their bnuns by 

loads. 
And itching grandams fpavl lafcivtous odes ; 
Now lords and dukes, curs'd with a fickly tafte. 
While Bum's pure, healthful nunure runs to 

wafte, 
Uck up the fpittle of the bed-rid mufe, 315 
And riot on the fweepings of the ftews j 
Say, may not I expofe— 
F, No— 'tis uniafe. 

Prudeoor, 
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Hie tamcn infodiam. Vidi, yidi ipfe, libelle : 
Auriculas aGni Mida res habet. Hoc ego openum. 
Hoc ridece meum tarn nil, nulla tibi vendo 
Iliade. Audaci quicunque afflate Cratino, 
Iratum Eupolidem prxgrandi cum fene palles, 
Afpice & h£c, fi forte aliquid decoi^ius audis. 
Jodevaporata lector mihi ferveat aure. 



Non 
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Pjrudence, tny friend. 

■p. What! not deride, not laugh ? ■ 
Well !' thought at leaft is free— 
F. O yet forbear. 

P. Nay, then, I'll dig a hole, and bury there 
The dreadful truth that fo alarms thy fears : 321 
The town, the town, good pit, has asses 

EARS. 

Thou thinfc'ft, perhaps, this wayward fancy 

ftrangej 
So think thou ftill : yet would not I exchange 
The fccret humour of this fimple hit 315 

For all the Albums that were ever writ^ 
Of this no more. O thou (if yet there be 
One bofomfrom this vile infeiftion free). 
Thou that canll thrill with joy, or glow with ire. 
As the gteat mailers of the fong infpire ; 3^0 
Canft hang enamour'd o'er the magic page. 
Where defperate ladies defperate lords engage. 
While gnomes and fylphs the fierce contention 

ihare. 
And heaven and earth hang trembling on a h^ir ; 
■Canft quake with horror while Emilia's charms 
Againft a brother points a brother's arms, 336 
And trace the fonune of the varying fray. 
While hour on hour flits unperceiv'd away— 
Approach : 'twixt hope and fear I wait. O deign 
To ca(t a glance on this incondite {train : 340 
c Here, 
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Non hie, qui in crepidas Graiorum ludcre geftii, 
Sefe aliquem credens, Icalo quod honore fupinus 



• Edwin's mewlinga, fcc — We come now to a cliarafter of 
bigh rcfpeft, the profound Mr. T. VaughaU) who, tmder the 
alluring lignature of Edwia, £xvoim m from time to time with 
a melancholy poem on the death of a bug, the flight of an 
earwig, the mlfcaniage of a cock-chaffer, or foiUe other event 
of equal Importance. 

His laft work was an B/tmrnfim (Ueffings ott hU learning !)» 
which I take for granted means an Epitaph, on a moufe that 
broke her heart 1 and, as it was a matter of great confequenee* 
he ver^ property made the introduftion as long as the poem it- 
felf. Hear how gravely he prologifeth: 

On a lame moufi, which belonged to a lady teho Ja-oei itt Ufc, eo9^ 
^antlj/ed it, and even wept, poor lady ! at iti a^roaehiag death* 
The moufi' t eyei aaually dropped out of iti bead, poor moufe t 
THE DAY BEFOKE IT DIED. 

This feeling Moufe, whofe heart was warm'd 

By Pity'B pureft ray, 
Eccaufe her Miftrefs dropt a tear^ 

Wept both her eyes away. 
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Here, if thou find'ft one thought but well expreft. 
One fentence higher fim(h*d than the reft. 
Such as may win thee to proceed awhile. 
And fmooch thy forehead with a gracious fmile, 
I afk no more. But far from me the throng, 345 
That hacy fire in Laura's vapid fong. 
That Anna's bedlam rant for fenfe can take. 
And over • Edwin's mewHngs keep awake ; 
Yes, far from me, whatever their birth or place, 
Thefelong-ear'd judges of the Phrygian race, 350 
Their 



By fympatby depriT'd of H^t, 

She one dxy*! daiknefi tried j 
f TltgratefmliMrHeuuntimUJlovip 

So lik'd it iKrt>--aiid died. 

Majr we, when othen weep for us. 

The debt with int*reft pay — 
And, when the gea'rous fbnta arc dry* 

Revert to native day. ■ 

EDWIN. 

t EdwIii acknawlcilfei bii obU|Mian for pvt of the diought in tkif 
ftuM, K xhf fblloviiai linci, wtinai on ■ hulbud't djini the da; iftn hk 

'* She bft depined — He, for one lUy, tried 
*' To liie nitbout her— lik'd iioot—ud died." 

IttHtoB, Not. it, 1790. 
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Fregerk henuitas— 

His nuDC edt&um, poQ pnuidu Callirocn do^ 



FINIS. 



jbyGoogIc 



[ J« ] 

Thnr cenfure and their piaife alike I fcom. 
And hate the laurel by their followers worn ! 
Let fuch, a talk congcniat to their powers. 
At (ides and auctions wafte the morning hours. 
Wile the dull noon away in Chrifkie's &ne, 355 
And fnore the evening out at Dniry-lane ; 
LAiU'd by the twang of Benfley*s nafal note. 
And the hoarfe croak of Kemble's foggy throau 



FINIS. 
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